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Bliss! O astonishing bliss! 

This forest of summer is rapture itself; 
The green and the blue 

And the light and the dark, 

And the hairy old lichen 

Caressing the trees, 

The shadows of deer 

And the murmuring birds 

And the squatting red squirrels 

That gaze down on me. 


As long as | stay, I remain unassailed; 
The scholars who claim that we live in the dark 
Have never gone walking in midsummer woods. 


Love! O inspiring love! 

This forest I feel is agape come true, 
The whispers of leaves 

And the creaking of trunks, 

And the buzzing of insects 

Aglow in the shade, 

The smell of hot pine 

And the scent of the rose, 

And the perfume of meadows 
Unseen by the eye. 


As long as I breathe, my persuasion is clear; 
The scholars who claim that the world is a fluke 
Have never gone walking in midsummer woods. 


Hope! O incredible hope! 

The forest around me is also within; 
The rays of the sun 

Through the mist in the air, 

And the quivering foliage 

Of obdurate elms, 

The nuggets of dew 

And the lace of the cob, 

And the vibrating membranes 


Of locusts at play. 


As long as I live, I retain my belief; 
The scholars who claim that no riddles remain 
Have never gone walking in midsummer woods. 


Joy! O miraculous joy! 

The works of our Lord are within me enwrought; 
The tiniest life 

And the largest as well, 

And intangible spirit 

Pervading the wind, 

The strangest of shapes 

And the surface of stone, 

And the intricate patterns 

Which tell the untold. 


As long as I linger, I am still convinced; 
The scholars who claim that no signs are extant 
Have never gone walking in midsummer woods. 


Wood! O magnificent wood! 

You stand to outlive all the beings beneath; 
The struggling ants 

And the tiptoeing cats, 

And the prattling humans 

Pursuing your path, 

And yet I may live 

To see all these trees fall, 

And to know what is breathing 

Such love into form. 


As long as I wander, I have not a doubt; 
The scholars who claim there is nothing past death 
Have never gone walking in midsummer woods. 


Wood! O magnificent wood! 

When time has consumed the poor vessel I use; 
Embrace my old head 

And cut open my heart, 

And entwine your white rootlets, 

And weave a soft grave 

For that which I feared 

Was all that I reared, 

And make of this tissue 

A carpet of life. 


